EXTREMES MEET

made Amelie sniff so disdainfully this atmosphere of
cooking and cheese and scent and birdseed and tobacco and
bottled beer. She spared them too much of her chichi;
but she must have been comparing this cluttered-up den
with the reception room chez elle^ where the girls came
in to gossip with visitors in a perfume of burning pastilles
and sequin-sewn curtains, and sat around in white wicker-
chairs with cushions of bright yellow silk and bows of
pale blue. In such a room nobody dared offer any of her
girls bottled beer; in such a room champagne entered
almost of its own accord. However, with all its grandeur
there were bugs at the Pension Amelie, and chez Bonbon
by some miracle there was not a single one.

If the pictures were mostly English, the photographs
were mostly French. There were barrack squares with
rows of diminutive baggy-trousered conscripts drilling in
what may once have been sunshine, but which looked now
like a foggy blight. There were thronged Marseilles streets
faded as much as the barrack squares to a northern murk.
There were ladies with coiffures like astrakhan and hour-
glass waists, of any one of which the dressmaker's dummy
in the corner might have been the skeleton. There were
ladies whose tight-encased legs were almost veiled in
immense sprawling signatures and sentiments of affection;
and there were beaux garfons with moustaches of heart-
breaking silkiness and regularity. The mantelpiece was
crowded with In Memoriam cards and patent medicines
and vulgar little china figures and dusty relics of the last
carnival. A filmy fly-specked mirror reflected the rustic
hinterland of a large cuckoo clock and with an added
dimness of fusty comfort the littered room. The win-
dows looked out on a sun-bleached courtyard surrounded